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a month later,—at Munchen, 20th January 1745. Hardly was Belleisle's back turned, when her Hungarian Majesty, by her Bathyani and Company, broke furiously in upon the poor Kaiser and his Seckendorf-Scgur defences. Belleisle had not reached the Harz, when all was going topsy-turvy there again, and the Donau-Valley fast falling back into Austrian hands. Nor is that the worst, or nearly so.
'Munchen, 20th January 1745. This day poor Kaiser Karl laid down his earthly burden here, and at length give all his enemies the slip. He had been ill of gout for some time; a man of much malady always, with no want of vexations and apprehensions. Too likely the Austriaus will drive him out of Munchen again; then nothing but furnished lodgings, and the French to depend upon. Ho had been much chagrined by some Election, just done, in the Chapter of Salzburg.1 The Archbishop there, —it was Firmian, he of the Salzburg Emigration, memorable to readers,— had died, some while ago. And now, in flat contradiction to Imperial customs, prerogatives, these people had admitted an Austrian Garrison ; and then, in the teeth of our express precept, had elected an Austrian to their benefice: what can one account it but an insult as well as an injury ? And the neuralgic maladies press sore, and the gouty twinges ; and Belleisle is seined, perhaps with important papers of ours; and the Seckendorf-Segur detachments were ill placed; nay, here are the Austrians already on the throat of them, in mid-winter! It is said, a babbling valet, or lord-in-waiting, happened to talk of some skirmish that had fallen out (called a battle, in the valet rumour), and how ill the French and Bavarians had fared in it, owing to their ill behaviour. And this, add they, proved to be the ounce-weight too much for the so heavy-laden back.
'The Kaiser took to bed, not much complaining; patient, mild, though the saddest of all mortals; and, in a day or two, died. Adieu, adieu, ye loved faithful ones ; pity me, and pray for me ! He gave his Wife, poor little fat devout creature, and his poor Children (eldest lad, his Heir, only seventeen), a tender blessing; solemnly exhorted them, To eschew ambition, and be warned by his example;—to make their peace with Austria; and never, like him, try com' e duro calls, and what the charity of Christian Kings amounts to. This counsel, it is thought, the Empress Dowager zealously accedes to, and will impress upon her Son. That is the Austrian and Cause-of-Liberty account: King Friedrich, from tlio other side, has heard a directly opposite one. How the Kaiser, at the
1 Adclung, iv. 249, 276, 313.